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BEATNIK WIFE

by DAN MALCOLM

When your wife turns beatnik it’s bad, man, real hadl

T was a warm night, and p=o-

ple were keeping their win-
dows open. The sound of the
party came filtering down from
the fourth floor of the ol
apartment building. In the
streel below, Dennis stood Jook-
ing upward, listening to the
wild shrieks of laughter, the

shouted obscenities, the dizzy
wail of jazz.

He scowled in disgust and
coniempt. Another beatnik par-
ty! Life was one lonz ball ior
them. They had no idea of re-
sponsibility, of  obligations,
They held a job for a few
weeks, made eighty or a hun-
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dred dollars, and then blew it
on cheap wine and wild parties.

Maybc Marie is up there at
the party, Dennis thought.

He had been out since com-
ing home from work, looking
for his wife. Actually,.she had
vanished the day before. When
he got home from the office, at
ten after six. their apartment
had been empty and there was
no note, no word at all.

It wasn’t the first time it had
happened, in the three months
of their marriage. She had
stayed out all night twice be-
fore. So yesterday Dennis had
fixed a TV dinner for himsell
and had waited for her to come
home, and by quarter to eleven
he had gone to bed. alone.

She didn’t come in during the
night. She wasn't there at
breakfast-time. He had gone ro
work, punctually, methodically
as always, expecting to {ind her
in bed and asleep when he got
home. But. when he came in at
his usual time of ten past six.
the apartment was still empty.

It was serious, now. She had
left some time Tuesday morn-
ing or afternoon, and here it
was nine o’clock Wednesday
night. Marie had never stayed
away so long the other times.

Dennis had thought of calling
the police. But he was afraid
they would laugh at him. What
could he tell them?

“My wife has disappeared,
officer. No, I don’t think she’s
been kidnapped. She just goes
off to have wild parties with her
old f{riends. This is the third
time she’s done it since we've
been married. The third time in
three months, Can you help me
find her? She’s at some beatnik
partv someplace near here.”

No. he couldn’t tell the police
that. They’d laugh their heads
off. Dennis hated to be laughed
at. He hated to be a figure of
{un.

The whole marriage was a
mistake, he thought.

He looked up once again. A
head was thrust out of one of
the windows. There was a
retching sound.

Vomilting out the window,
Dennis thought. How disgusiing
can thev get?

He wanted to go upstairs and
find out if Marie was there, But
he felt foolish about it. He
didn’t know if this was the right
building or not. He couldn’t re-
member, any more. All these
shabby old houses looked alike.

After a moment of hesitation,
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he walked on down the block,
still hoping he’d meet Marie.

T was the sort of marriage

that had been doomed right
from the start. Dennis had
been twenty-seven, a book-
keeper, a quiet, neat man who
had lived by himself for many
years without feeling the need
of much feminine companion-
ship. He had met Marie one
night at the theater; thev had
each come alone and faund
themsclves sitting next to each
other, and began to talk.

She was only nineteen, a slim
blonde girl with flashing blue
eyes, a stunning figure. and a
fondness for wearing old
clothes. In a bolder mood than
usual, Dennis had asked her out
after the show. They had had
a few drinks in a Greenwich
Village bar, and then she had
suggested going home with him.

He would never forget the
first physical shock of seeing
her naked body, with its full,
high breasts, slim hips, flawless
legs. She was the most beauti-
ful girl he had ever seen.

Within a week, he had asked
her to marry him. And to his
amazement she accepted.

They were married at once,

in a civil ceremony at City Hall,
He had few friends, and none
were invited to the wedding.
Some of Marie’s friends came.
They were a wild bunch, all of
them badly in need of shaves
and haircuts and baths. Bohe-
mians. beatniks. Dennis didn’t
like them and they didn’t seem
to like him much.

But he didn’t care. He had

Marie. She moved into his little

apartment and for a few weeks
Dennis was tremendously hap-
py. Then things started to get
difficult. She was sloppy, for
one thing always leaving books
and socks all over the apart-
ment. And her friends tended to
drop in now and then at odd
hours.

There were conflicts. Dennis
liked to come home from work
and have a good meal and
watch television and go to bed
early. Marie preferred to sit in
cotfee shops till all hours, or to
go to parties.

He went to a few parties with
her, but he hated them, hated
the whole bohemian atmos-
phere. She took to going alone,
just as she had in the days be-
fore he had met her. He didn’t
mind too much.

He was afraid to criticize her
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because he didn’t want to drive
her into leaving him. She meaat
ton much to him. So long as she
was there to share his bed when
he wanted her, he didn’t mind
if she spent her time in the cof-
fee shops and let him stay home
to watch TV,

He didn’t even object when
she stayed out all night the first
time. Tt hurt him, but he kept
quiet about it. He was even will-
ing to put up with that.

He didn’t raise a fuss the sec-
ond time, either. It was more
than a month after the first.
She didn't offer any explana-
tions, and he didn’t demand
any. He was satisfied just to
have her around, even if it
meant sharing her with others
occasionally.

But staying away two days in
a row was too much, Dennis
thought. He had to find her. He
had to get things straightened
out with her. After all, she had
to give up some of her bohemi-
an ways, now. She was his wife;
after all.

L walked down to the end
of the block. turned,
walked back the way he came,
working up his courage. Maybe
she was at the -party, maybe

she wasn’t. But he had to find
out. He couldn’t just walk the
street: all night hoping she’d
appear out of thin air.

The building was old and
dimly lit and smelling of gar-
bage inside. Dennis went up the
stairs slowly. apprehensively. Tt
wasn't hard ‘to find the party.
There was an cpen door on the
fourth floor. and he could see
the partygocers inside, the men
with beavds. the women with
long pony-tails and faces de-
void of makeup. and everybodyv
wearing beat-up floppy old
clothex.

Dennis walked in, He felt
uncomtortable. in his good suit
and tie. He had gone straight
out after work, and these were
his business clothes. He looked
as oul-of-place in this avant-
garde gathering as a knight in
armor would have been.

But nobody seemed o take
notice of him., They laughed
and joked and hugged. and
ignored him. He looked around.
There was a couple on the
couch. and the girl’s blouse was
open,

There were others lying on
the floor in drunken stupors.
Half a dozen gallon jugs of
cheap wine were arrayed cn a
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nearby table, and people were
helping themselves liberally.

Dennis felt as though he had
wandered into a madhouse.
Half-naked girls on the couch,
drunken men vomiting out the
window., Two teenage girls
were necking with each other cn
a couch in the corner, while an
effeminate-looking young man
watched with interest. It was
practically an orgy, seven dif-
ferent kinds of orgy all at once.
And the air was nauseating,
with its stink of cheap wine and
stale perspiration. He couldn’t
stand it much longer.

He walked un to a stocky,
curly-headed voung man with a
full beard, who was temporari-
ly by himsell.

“Excuse me.” Dennis said.

“Yeah, dad>”

Dennis moistened his lips.
“I’'m looking for a girl named
Marie.”

“Got lots of chicks
dad.”

“One named Marie,” Dennis
persisted.  “Blonde—pretty—
Marie Dennis-—-that’s her mar-
ried name—it used to be Marie
Richards—"

“Don’t know her. friend. Go
get yourself some sneaky pete
and have a ball. See you. man.”

here.

He went careening away.
Dennis shook his head. She
wasn’t here, he was sure of it.
He had to get out of here fast.
He glanced around, searching
for her in the beatnik mael-
strom. Arms and legs and
beards, bare breasts and swish-
ing pony-tails and cigarette
ashes and empty glasses, [ilth
and disorder and sweat —

“Excuse me,” he said to a
tall, solemn-faced girl with
straw-colored hair and a well-
filed blue sweater. “I'm look-
ing for a girl named Marie—"

“That’s me, Sam.”

“No. A different Marie”
Dennis - said. “She’s short and
blonde and—"

“P'm tall and blonde. What's
the matter with me, hun. Sam?”
suddenly the girl grabbed him,
thrust her breasts against him,
wriggled her hips obscenely,
stuck her lips against his. He
tasted her mouth, cigarette-
tasting, wine-tasting. and then
after a stunned moment he re-
coiled as though he had just
embraced a red-hot column of
iron.

“What’s the matter, dad?”
the girl asked. “You don’t
swing my direction?”

“I'm looking for Marie Den-
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nis,” he muttered, shaken by
the intimacy of the embrace
with the beatnik girl. He turned
quickly away from her.

He started for the door.

JUST as hre neared the exit,
someone cut in front of him
—a lean. beady-eyed man in a
torn white T-shirt. He looked
familiar, Dennis thought. One
of Marie's friends that he had
met some months back. )
“You say yvou were looking
for Marie Dennis?” he asked
belligrently.
“Yes! Yes
where she is?”
“That all depends,” the lean
man <aid. “T know you. You're
her husband. aren’t you?”
“That’s right.”” Dennis stared
at him hopefully. “She hasn't
been home in two days. Uve 20t
to find her. I've got to.”
“Well, we'll see what we can
do.” The lean man suddenly
shouted for quiet. His voice was
amazingly loud. He boomed,
“Hey, all you creeps, this here
is Marie’s hushand.”
Somsbody laughed. Dennis
felt his face turning beet red.
The man said, “He’s lookina
for Marie. Seems ‘she hasn't
been home in a couple days.”

do you know

More laughter.

“I'll say she hasn’t!” some-
body chortled.

The lean man went on. “He
wants to find her real bad.
Should we tell him where she
is2”

“Yes! Yes, tell him! Tell
him, Joey!” The shouts echoed
from every corner of the room.
Dennis felt dazed by the clam-
or. by the snickzrs. by the odd
looks he was ce'ting.

The lean man named Joey
approached him and =aid in a
low voice, “O7av. dad. they've
decided to let vou in on the
news. Your wi{~'s in the next
rocm. Right don that way,
past the john. You xee the
doer?”

“Yeg "

“Okay. She’s right in there,
pal. Right in there in that
room.”

Dennis didn't know whether
they were joking or not. Maybe
this was all a game they were
playing on the nocktie-wearing
square. It was a big gaa, and
everybody wax in on it but him.

Still. they had said Marie
was in that room. He couldn’t
assyme they were joking. Ie
would have to go take a look.

Slowly, he inched his way
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across the crowded room and
into the foyer. He passed the
bathroom and came to a second
door. It was closed.

He knocked gently.

“Go on, just open it!” some-
one shouted raucously behind
him.

Dennis turned. They were all
watching him. Tweaty, thirty
people staring.

He opened the door.

He looked in.

Marie was there. all right.
angd there was a man with her.
Making Jove to her.

ENNIS’ first impulse was

to slam the door shut and
flee. But there were too many
people watching him. ton many
people ready to laugh and sneer
at him if he did anythin: ridicu-
lous,

He walked in.

“Marie.” he <aid.

She didn’t look up. The man
who was with her swivelled
around and said. “Can’t you zee
we're busy?”

“Get away from her.” Dennis
said thinly. “She’s my wife.”

“Okay, okay, take it easy,
pal. Evervbody else had their
turn with her. You might as
well give me another couple

minutes and let me get my fun
first.”

“Get away from her!” Den-
nis cried. It was a high shriek
that astonished him. Evidently
it surprised the man, too. He
sprang up from the bed.

Dennis approached the bad.
Marie was lying there, a Kitten-
ish smile on her face. She was
dzad drunk.

“Marie, don’t you know who
I am? Look at me! I'm vour
husband!”

She opened one eye a little
wider. “Imagine that,” she said.
“Hello, hubby dear. Come to
have some [un too?”

“Put vyour clothes on!™ he
blustered.

“Don’t carry on that way.”
she said, grinning. “I was just
havine « Metle fun.”

“Some fun. You've been here
since yesterday, haven't vou?”

“Sure 1 have.”

Dennis gaped. They were all
watching, watching his humili-
ation. He snarled in anger and
grabbed at her, trying to hit
her. But zhe sidestepped him.
Drunk as she was, she man-
aged to elude him.

She laughed prettily.

“Mad at me, sweetie-pie?”
she taunted. “Mad because I
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came here for some [un? I been
making all my old friends hap-
py. You want me all to your-
self? That isn’t nice, you know.
When T can make so many peo-
ple happy.”

Dennis uttered a strangled
sound of rage. He grabbed at
her, started to chase her. It was
a wildly comic scene, the out-
raged husband chasing his na-
ked wife round and round the
bed while dozens of amused on-
lookers watched. She reached
the head of the bed and stuck
her tongue out at him. Her
breasts rose and fell rapidly
from her exertions. but she
could still laugh mockingly at
him.

“Why did you marry me if
thix was what you wanted to
do?"" he asked her.

“I'or a joke, silly! It was fun
being married, keeping house!
But it’s all over now. I'm tired
ol you, you goddam square!
Tired! Tired!”

He leaped at her again. This
time he caught her, grabbed a
wrist, pulled her toward him.
He tried to get his hands around
her throat. He was wild with
rage. He wanted to throttle
her. to kill her for what she had
done to him.

“Let—go—of me—" she

~grated. “Hurling me—"

“I’ll strangle you!” he cried.

I; tightened his grip on her.

He hall expected that one
of the Dbeatniks would inter-
vene, pull him. away from her.
But no, no, they were still
watching, standing by, taking in
the fun. Tt was all the same to
them whether wife cheated
husband, whether husband
strangled wile.

Marie brought her knee up
suddenly. It erupted into Den-
nis’ groin with savage fury. He
let go of her and went to his
knees, clutching himself in
agony. She stood above him,
laughing at him even as she
rubbed the bruises he had made
on her lush body.

“Marie—-"" he mumbled.

“Goddam creep,” she said.
“Busting in here trying to
rough me up. Who the hell you
think you are?”

“Your husband.” The words
came out as a barely audible
croak.

“You think you own me,
huh? Well, get this, creepo: I'm
staying here till Saturday. I
want you to apologize, now.
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Apologize for causing all this
fuss. Apologize for trying to
hurt me.”

He looked up, anguish con-
torting his face. She stood
above him, naked, desirable. He
wanted to shield her from all
these eyes looking on.

He realized he still loved her.
No matter how she degraded
him, he would come crawling
back for more,

“I—apologize—"" he
hoarsely.

She looked down. “That isn't
enough. Here. Kiss this. Then
go home and wait till I'm
ready.”

She had extended her foot to
him.

He stared at it. at the tiny
toes, the delicate instep. No, he
thought. She wasn’t going to
make him do it. Wasn’t going
to force him to kiss her foot in
front of fifty strangers, here a
she stood naked above him. It
was too himiliating. She
couldn’t do it.

“J—won’t—"

said

Snickers from the onlookers.
“Kiss it,” she said. “Or 1
won’t ever sleep with you again.
I’ll parade around the house
naked and scream if you try to

touch me. Kiss it!”

He rebelled. He had been
driven too far, humiliated too
much tonight.

I've got to get out of here,
he thought.

He rose wildly te his feet.
Marie stepped to one side. He
raced forward.

Toward the open window.

Out info the night. The only
escape from this mocking girl
who had enslaved him. Head
first, four stories down,

There was a loag silence.
Then someone laughed and
pointed toward the open win-
dow.

“Hey, dig that cat!” someone
velled, “Musta thought he was

Superman! Up, up and away!”

1

“Like crazy, man!
“He musta really been
stomed!”’

Marie giggled. She walked to-
ward the bed. “Up. up anl
away!” she repeated. “Like
crazy, man. I knew he was a
kook. ANl the time. Takes a
kook to do a kookie thing like
that. Come on, who's next to
have some fun?”

The party went on, far into
the night.

THE END



